THE   END

idea was dead. The old man behind his barricade of
books in Freiburg was nothing but a useless bag of bones,
and enjoyed the merest shadow of his former fame. He
himself considered it to be better for a man who felt at
home only in the realm of calm forbearance to withdraw
from "this noisy, or, better said, crazy epoch." Why
should he continue to drag his frail and sickly carcase
about a world inimical and estranged? Erasmus was
weary of the life he had once loved so well. We are
shaken profoundly when we read his plaintive prayer,
"May God gather me soon unto Himself so that I quit
this mad world." For where had the spirit room to live
and to grow now that fanaticism raged through the land?
The sublime realm of humanism which Erasmus had
built was overrun by enemy hordes and wellnigh con-
quered; gone were the days of eruditio et eloquentia; men
no longer hearkened to the subtle and delicate message
of imaginative genius, but turned their ears to listen
to the rough and passion-wrought babble of politics.
Thought had succumbed to mob-frenzy, it had donned
the uniform of Luther or of the pope; the erudite no
longer waged war in elegantly phrased epistles and books,
but, like fishwives, hurled gross invectives at each other's
heads; none was willing to understand what his neigh-
bour said, but instead each tried to impose his own pet
belief, his particular doctrine, upon all the rest. Woe
unto him who stood aside and took no part in the game!
Twofold hatred was hurled against those who remained
aloof. Those who live for the spirit are lonely indeed
at times when passion rages. Who is there left to write
for when ears are deafened with political yappings and
yelpings? Delicate tones of irony pass unheeded, and
subtle points of theology can no longer be discussed with
people who use cannon and soldiery for arguments. A
pack of hounds had been let loose upon those whose
opinions differed from one's own, upon those of indepen-

161